lneiragcurc 

Dar. A boonc (my foucraignc) for my fcruicc done, 

Kin. I pray thcc peace, my foule is full of (orrow. 

Dar. 1 will not nlc vnlcflfe y our highnelle graunt. 

Km. Then fpeake at once, what is it theu dem d und(l ? 

Dar. Tfu forfeit (foucraigi e)ofmyferuant$ life, 

Who flew to day a ryotuus gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

7 Km. Haue l a tongue to doomc my brothers death. 

And Hull the lame giue pardon to a flaue • 

My brother flew no man, his fault was thought, 7 1 n rig 
And yet his pumfhnietjt was cruell death* 

Who fued to me for him ? who in my rage, 

Knceld at my feete and had me be aduifdc i 
Who fpake of brother-hood ? w ho of loue ? 

Who told me how the poore Coule did fo; fake 
The mightie\Virwicke,and did fighclor me ? 

Who told me in the field by Tcuxburie, 

TP’hen Oxford had me downe,herefcu“d me, 

And faid,diare brother, hue and bea King? 

Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft to death, how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne g armcnts .and q*uc hmiclfc 
All thin and naked cothemimb cold night? 

Allthis from my rcn i nbrailee biutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluckt, and rota man of you 
Hadlo much gucc to put it in nay minde. 

But when your carters or your wuightinp vatfailcs 
HJtiedoneadru'.'ken fl-ughccr^md defac’d "icf.-.- ~ 

Tae precious I mage ofyur dcare R edeemer, ^ 

You ftraigh* are on your knees for pardon, pardon, 

Andlvniudly too, muft graunt it yru 

But for my brorher„not a malt would Ipeake, ztlZZl 

Nor I (vngracious) Ipeake vnto my f lfe, 

For him, poore loule :The proudcftefyouall gtr 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none of you would once plead for his hfc: 

Oh God, I fcJtc thy mftice will take holde 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. ( Exit. 

CouieHafhngSjhclpe me to my dole?, oh poorc Clarence'') 


of Richard the third. 

Gle% This is the fruiteo frawnes tmarktyounot 
How that the guiltie kindred of the Queenc, 

Lookt pale when they did hearc ofClarcnce death. 

Oh, they did vrge it (Till vnto the King, 

God will reuengeit. But come lets in 
To comfort Edward wirh our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches ofTorke wish Clarence children. 

.# 17 . Tell me goodGranam,isour father dead f 

Dut. No boy. (breaft? 

Boy. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
And cric, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Girle. Why do you looke on vs and fliakc your head i 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,caftawayes, 

/fthat our noble father bcaliue. ? 

Dut. My prett/e Cofens , you mifta^e me much, 

I do lament the ficknefle of the King : 

As loth to loofc him, not your fathers death : 

It were loft labour to weepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy. Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my Vncle is too blame for this . 

God will rcuenge it, whom / will importune 
With day Iy prayers all to that etfcdf . 

Dut. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well* 
Incapableand (hallow innocents, 

Tou cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: /or my good ^nclc Glocefter 
. Told me, the King prouoked by the Quecnc, 

Deuif’d impeachments to imprifon him: 

And when he told me /o he wept, 

Andhugdmein his anne. and kindly £ift mv cheeke, 

And bad me relic on him as on my father, 

And he would loue me dearely as his childe. 

Dut. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle fliapes, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my lharr.e: 

Tct from ray dugs he drew not this deceit. 

^oj.Thin^cyoumy Fhde did dillemble, Granam? 

Dut. I Boy. 

Boy. 1 cannot thinkeit,barke,whatnoife is this ? 

E Kyfer 




